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Wagon 
Wheels 
By Helen demons • 
Two—at the Prom 
and Then Before 
Blazing Logs in 
the Mountains. 
GREAT HALL was a whirl of clinging white gowns and staid black tuxedos. It was June; the Senior Prom 
was drawing near the hour when all coeds must be reminded 
of sleep. 
We had sat some minutes in silence. My partner spoke at 
last. "What is your philosophy of life?" 
Everything about us—the movement of people, the rhythm 
of the music, and Great Hall itself suggested colorful, vibrant 
life. 
The sound of his voice quietly cut through the heavy air and 
abruptly roused me from my lethargy. 
"This is life," I began carelessly, sparring for time, "just 
tingling throughout with a joyousness of being alive—feeling 
the changing mood of an orchestra—living, as we are now, in 
a whirl of music, laughter and friends." A surge of warmth 
swept over me. 
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My partner was a thoughtful person at times. He plunged 
to the depths of his own thought and brought it up naked to 
the light— 
"You know," he paused, "I believe that the only real phil-
osophy of life is found in building a home and establishing a 
family." 
I sat up suddenly and looked at him, somewhat startled. 
His dim profile had a serious set. 
"No." I hesitated. "I would have a career—conquer and 
create alone. I thrill now with the thought of it." A deli-
cious quiver crept up my back and down again. 
"Let me tell you a story," he suggested. "I have a maiden 
aunt—" 
I was barely conscious of his quiet voice. Another dull 
story, I thought, and concealed a yawn. 
"She wished to do all you suggest—and did. Now she has 
some wealth, position, has traveled widely, but—" 
I roused. 
"But she isn't happy. She has achieved her goal; still she 
missed the most important thing of all—" 
CUDDENLY then the orchestra crashed into the first notes 
of "Wagon Wheels". "We must dance this last number to-
gether," I said, jumping up. He rose in acquiescence and we 
moved out upon the great smooth floor. 
Wagon wheels—rolling, rolling We moved down the 
length of the floor. Light, whirling wheels Heavy, 
crunching wheels Strong, steady whjeels Rolling 
on, on,—on. Where? 
My mind and body wrapped itself into a wheel. Where am 
I going? 
Wagon wheels Strong, smooth wheels, moving leisure-
ly Serious, rolling onward, driven by ideals, by aims 
Conquering wheels . . . Satisfied to be directed in their 
fundamental movement . . . . What is the fundamental move-
ment of life? It should bring happiness . . . . 
The sound of those wheels pounded in my head, seethed in 
my mind, and pulsed through my body. The orchestra crash-
ed to a close. Those wheels stopped. I was weak. 
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We were in the midst of a crush at the central exit; the 
crowd soon pushed us out under the blue vault of night stud-
ded with stars. I looked up, drew a deep, deep, quieting 
breath of cool air, which cleansed my tired flesh. The stars 
seemed to be laughing—or were they winking? 
I must have a career, I reassured myself. I crushed out the 
lingering flame which suggested change. The night brooded. 
* * * * 
T H R E E YEARS LATER I was seated at dinner when the 
flashing black of satin gowns and stiff white fronts of tux-
edos brought back that last college dance with startling reality. 
How irrelevant now, I thought—here I was dining with the 
president and officials of my company, a house dealing in 
European-American exchange goods. As chief adviser and 
designer in their art department I moved in the better social 
circles of Chicago. 
Brilliantly illuminated, a half circle of polished floor stretch-
ed away from our long banquet table below the orchestra pit. 
Without warning, my high spirits sagged—almost collapsed. 
Success was in my hand, but I was conscious of a disturbing 
unrest. I was afraid. Could such success last? I had been 
carried into my position on a return wave of prosperity. If 
the business world should again collapse—? 
I was forced into action by the President's voice. "Miss 
Bruce will raise a toast." I rose to the occasion, appearing 
calm, I hoped, although I felt my courage fast ebbing. 
But now it was finished. The words had come easier than 
I had expected. I sat down shakily. A handclap went around 
the table. The sound irritated my taut nerves. The dinner 
of acknowledgement for company service became a mockery. 
Faces were masks—blanks. These people were not genuine. 
I stifled a rebellious cry, shrugged my bare shoulders, and 
turned to the gentleman on my left. 
"What is your philosophy of life?" I spoke in a jesting 
tone. He started as though stung to life after a hundred years' 
sleep. 
The dinner hour was dragging. The weight of the city 
crushed down upon me—great buildings, bright lights, gay 
dinners, suave and empty faces Is this life? I half rose 
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to leave, but convention laid a heavy hand on my shoulder, 
insisting that I remain until the last trite speech was gushed 
forth by someone's secretary or poured out in thin layers by 
an executive. 
T F I COULD RUSH away—out into a wet summer night— 
to walk alone in a quiet, steady rain—to stand, bareheaded, 
beneath a dripping sky. Ah, freedom was elusive. I would 
like the feel of the fresh moistness of rain seeping through 
my trench coat and shoes to lave fevered flesh—the smell of 
wet hay and clover fields sweet on rain-washed air. I would 
stand on a bridge listening to the quiet patter of glistening 
drops falling on the shingled roofs of a village. The wet fur 
of a lost kitten I would press close and feel joy in its comrade-
ship. 
If I could sit alone in a great cathedral where a late after-
noon sun filters through stained glass windows and listen to 
the soul of the pipe organ as it pulses with deep, resonant 
notes—I would yield to that organ, laugh and cry with its 
changing moods. 
I would ride into an early morning and look down on a 
still sleeping village from a hilltop. I would stretch my arms 
up and cry, "This is life." 
I catch my breath—my vision has not been quite complete. 
I would have a companion to share my joy in new-found 
freedom. We would ride together into a high place, a moun-
tain range, where earth and sky come close together—into a 
glade open to sunlight filtered through the heavy foliage of 
many trees crowding close into a semi-circle. A sheer drop on 
the east would give us a panoramic view of lower mountain 
ranges and yellow desert beyond. We would sit there for 
hours—silent—looking into measureless space, watching the 
color changes below as the sun describes its daily arc. Our 
souls would be forged into one by a force greater than our 
own—far away from buildings, people, machines—at peace 
with the world. 
We would have freedom before a log fire on the shore of a 
mountain lake after a day of fishing, reveling at red coals be-
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neath a pan of frying trout. The sweet odor of the cooking 
fish and the dying snap of an ashy log would bring content to 
routine-ridden lives. We would be alone with the fire, for 
black night would hide away the rest of the world. Such a 
fireside is beyond the price of fame or fortune. 
TJIMLY I HEARD the toastmaster call. "Miss Bruce, may 
I present—" I advanced, woodenly, to receive my gift for 
acknowledged service. Everything about me seemed very 
unnatural. I reeled with the brilliance of the lights. 
Retreating, then, I sank into my chair gratefully and opened 
the parchment. 
"For meritorious service in continuous action these 
three years, the company grants you three months' va-
cation on half-pay from June 1 to August 31 this calen-
dar year/' 
"There must be some mistake," I gasped, half hysterically, 
My escort gave me a reassuring smile. The letters on the 
paper bobbed about and swam together. I was embarrassed 
to feel a thickness settling in my throat. 
I felt a great desire to laugh—wildly. These are my friends; 
they offer me freedom. 
* * * * 
The coolness of late August had made a blaze in the stone 
fireplace welcome company. I stretched flat on the huge bear 
rug before the fire and dug my fingers deep into its rich fur, 
feeling a shiver of luxurious warmth at the contact. The 
rough boards pressed close to me; they were real—those un-
planed lengths—as genuine as the few ranchers I had encount-
ered in my daily rides out on the ranges away from the sum-
mer cabin. 
"It has been a long time since that dance in June." My 
own voice startled me. I had gotten into a habit of talking 
to myself. Staring into the fire aroused old memories. 
"What is the real meaning of it all—of life?" I frowned, 
and rolled back on my stomach. 
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A log fell with a loud sound—startling in the still night. 
The horses snorted and pawed restlessly in their corral 
beyond the fireplace wall. The wind had risen with late 
evening and now steadily droned about the corners of the 
cabin. It was the only lonesome thing about my new home; 
the monotony of its sound had to be drowned in thoughts 
of gayer things. The wind would never be extremely severe, 
for a great national forest protected the cabin from north-
west winds. It had seemed a very natural thing to do— 
to choose a summer residence near a great shelter of trees. 
I was reminded of a June night; he had loved trees. We had 
written a few letters, believing that each might receive some 
inspiration and help from the successes of the other. Of 
course, we had been optimistic—counting on a few successes. 
T WAS CONTENT lying on the floor, too lazy to pull off my 
riding boots. I had not changed from breeches and shirt 
since I had come in late from a trip to Porter, a mining town 
in the lower valley. The fire had been my one accomplishment 
since. I was satisfied with myself. I had left his letter 
until after the fire had been laid and lighted. The last sentence 
had burned into my mind with the vividness of a smoking 
branding iron. "Am stopping by to say hello on my way to a 
new job in the Porter Valley National Forest." Its casualness 
disturbed me. I fought back rebellious tears which welled 
under my tight-closed lids. 
Wheels spun around, crazily. . . . Great wheels. . . . Small 
wheels. . . . Heavy wheels. . . . Light wheels. . . . They rolled 
on, relentlessly, with crushing weight. . . . Spinning wheels. . . . 
Plodding wheels.... A myriad of them... .A chaotic tangle. . . . 
My ears caught a new sound—a soft step on the loose sand 
outside. I had not had many visitors; they usually came 
during the day. 
My heart beat painfully—each pulse sounding frightfully 
loud. Every nerve became taut—waiting. I rose to my feet, 
calm and ready to meet the situation. As I pushed back the 
bolt, releasing the heavy door, the light from the fireplace 
burned up brighter for a moment, bringing the man's face 
into full view. He had come earlier than I had thought. 
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"I was expecting you," I said quietly, and stepped aside 
in deeper shadow awaiting his first word and movement. 
The situation was a bit awkward. It had been such a long 
time 
"I—really, you must be mistaken," he began, "I have just 
come through Porter to take a new job in the Forest Service. 
The country—this side—is a little new." 
He accepted a place by the fireplace, seeming glad for its 
warmth and inclined to talk. I sat at one side—out of the 
light of the fire. Suddenly his first rush of words died down, 
and he looked about as though expecting someone. 
"No, there is no one living here but me." I measured each 
word. "I am quite able to care for myself." 
He looked a bit uncomfortable. 
"I have been here for several weeks," I added, reassuringly. 
He still looked as though he would like to vanish into the 
night as quickly as he had come out of it. 
"As long as you are here, you may as well identify yourself 
further," I suggested. 
"Barrett Wood," he answered. 
A tremor threatened the even tone of my carefully controlled 
voice. "The name seems familiar." 
"I have been in the Forest Service the past three years, 
being stationed at various points in several Western states," 
he offered, hopefully. 
"No, it must have been previous to that time, for I have not 
been away from Chicago in three years—till now." 
"Chicago? Perhaps you have met Beverly Bruce. She is 
an old college friend." 
"An old—college—friend," I repeated. "Yes, I have met her 
—very successful, I understand." 
"Perhaps," he said. 
"Why 'perhaps'?" I asked, calmly enough. "She has position, 
friends, enough wealth for comfort—" 
He was very deliberate. "Real success means happiness. I 
am not so sure that she knows of what real happiness consists. 
Forestry is my field. I know it as sure as I am here. Still, I 
have not yet achieved happiness. I love the freedom of the 
open country—" 
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"As I love the routine of the city." 
He appeared not to have noticed the interruption, con-
tinuing in his calm, patient way. "I know the answer to this 
old problem of happiness, but I cannot quite solve it—alone." 
"Oh!—perhaps I could help." For a minute his shadowy 
figure seemed to fade into the dusk of the room. 
JJTE WENT ON in a lower voice. "We'll approach the solu-
tion with an illustration from life. I wonder if anyone 
really knows Beverly Bruce? Does she know herself? You 
and I know her as she appears to the world—determined, suc-
cessful—position, wealth, eventually travel." He half shrug-
ged square shoulders and gestured with his hands, carelessly. 
"Yet, I am certain that she will find—too late— that she has 
missed the real solution to happiness." The expression on his 
face evaded me. 
"Suppose she is doubting herself now," I suggested. He 
looked a bit discomfited. 
"No, she will not be satisfied to stop now. I have watched 
her advance. With success in her hand she will want to go 
on. It would be too hard to give up a career although she 
might know she was wrong." 
"How can you be so sure?" I protested. 
For the first time his assurance was shaken by the sugges-
tion that he might be wrong. 
If this battle of words continued much longer, I felt I should 
go to pieces. Desperately I asked, "What is your philosophy 
of life?" My question had irritated an old wound; a grayer 
shadow crossed his bronzed face. He laughed shortly. 
"Just living—as we are—beside a fireplace—talking—" 
Each word thrust into my proud flesh like a cold edge of 
steel. The fire blazed up a moment, leaving red coals slowly 
graying to ash. His figure was fading into the blacker 
shadows. 
I was surprised to hear my own voice come—barely audi-
ble— 
"I believe that the only real happiness in the world lies in 
building a home and establishing a family." I rose with the 
words and moved into the dying firelight. "I am Beverly 
Bruce." 
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He had risen, too. "I know," he said. 
We had both known. 
Indian Skull 
By LeRoy Morley 
ARTH-STAINED, mouldering, grim relic of the past 
When red-skinned hordes roamed 'neath the prairie 
The skull sat in my hand and stared at me 
And seemed to question who I was and why. 
I so disturbed the comfort of its grave 
Where it had lain, in peace, so many years 
In darkness and at rest from all the strife 
That it had known in former days when it 
Had born the flesh, the hair, had known the blood, 
Had held within its grasp the goodly brain 
Of a great chieftain, best of all his tribe. 
Two hundred years before, this chief had lived, 
Had breathed the air, had ridden o'er the plain, 
Had fought the Sioux, had killed the buffalo. 
Now he was gone, and naught remained to see 
But empty skull. Still, not quite empty, 
For crawling things had chosen for their home 
The rotting shell. Thought I: Thus will it be 
With me, with all who live, with those unborn. 
So will we pass away and so become 
But shells wherein the crawling things may squirm 
Their slimy lives away, and alien hands 
Will desecrate our tombs that men may see 
What sort of things we were. Our rotten bones 
They'll put upon display. Our skulls they'll split 
To see if we had brains, and if we had, 
What sort of brains they were . . . It shall not be 
The same with this poor skull. I'll put it back 
Where it belongs; then I will go away 
And let it rest till it, too, turns to clay. 
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